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HE AR Alarms, and bloody Wars begin, 
1 'Twixt hanghty Drury-Lane, and Lincoln's-Inn, 
Advertiſements againſt Advertiſements are toſsd, 
3 Bills fight with Bills, and claſh on ev'ry Poſt ; 
Coblers of Preſton like two Socia's Riſe, * 
So like—they might deceive their Author's Eyes : 
Me were not put of old in more Amaze, Sits, | 
By doubtful Ink:Powders, and Strops for Razors; - 
* Razors and Ink-Powder, portentous Names ! 
Enough to put a ſober World in Flames! 
But Lincoln's-Inn now Summons all its Fury, 
And plies with double Strokes the Sons of Drury ; 
Her Tragick Scenes come thick on one another, 
S. 277th Fall of Siam, and Perſidious Brother; 
Jo reckon half would be a tedins Task, | 
r. Her Muſhroom Farce, her Comedy and Maſque. 
De Sons of Drury like old Soldiers come, 
3 With flying Colours, and with beat of Drum; 
One ſingle Devil entring in the Fight 
Puts Rich and all his Myrmidons to flight. 
In Imitation of theſe Men of Mit | 
too have got a Spectre or the Pit; 
A double, whimfical, fantaſtick Thing, 
A real Coxcomb, but a Wou'd-be King 3 
A /llier Pretendæ ſure, than Theirs, 
po Highland Ladies in the Night-time ſcares; 
A hollow, ſunk-ey d Creature that may boaſt 
The beſt and trueſt Title ro a Ghoſt, 
Since no Man e'er cou'd tell, as I could hear, 
Who or his Father, or his Mother were! _ + | 
And then again, he can't endure the Day, A 8 | 


ut as youll ſee him in our preſent Play, 
Hie frightens Folks, then vaniſhes away. 


| 


— 


* 


* 


00D Authors ſay that Cupid has bis Wars, 


5 And is as brave a God as Bully Mars; 


Tow that are usd to Down and gaudy Couthes 


May not approve of what the Poet vouches >; + 


But take a Soldiers Word and Honour too, 


Love on a Matireſs, or Field-Bed, will do : 


Howe er you may ſome Circumſtances blame, 
The Scene of Action, Faith, is ftill the ſame ; 


For when there's Inclination ſtrong enough between us, 


The God of War in Trench can Court his Venus. 
From my Example you may fairly prove, 

No Clime is Proof againſt the Darts of Love q 

it 1s a Plant of ſtubborn Stem that grows, 


And holds its Verdure, tho in Ice and Snows : 


The hotteſt Countries make it flouriſh ſtrongeſt, 
But then your cold ones always keep it longeſt - 
As from us Northern People it appears 

That ſome of us can Love at Fourſcore Tears. 


There was a Fellow here, a Tall Slim Lad, 
Upon my Word he look dus if he had— tl 


He came for Kingdoms, and the Lord knows what, 
But Troth inſtead of Crowns he Something got. 
No more—ſweet Ladies Dont you ſmell a Plot? 
Well, I muſt tell you now, I ſaw him Cry, 

And rub his Fingers oer his dirty Eye; 

He Cry'd fo well—with ſuch a whining Strain, 


Dat had the Brat been mine, ITI tell you plain, 


Lad Whipp'd him-——for to hear him Cry again. 


But he is gone, his Godfather the Pope, 

- By great good Luck, has. ſav'd him from a Rope; 
And on his puny Head deſigus to clap, 

' Inſltad of Britain's Crown, a Card nal's Cap. 


ES. i 7 1 : 
6 | * 
= * 
* : ** * — 9 Fo N * 1 ” 2 — hy . 8 1 
» * 1 
4 U g * 


Spoken by Capt. SMITH, 


. 


$ 
$ 


THE 


PRETENDER's Fate, 


O R 


o 


A Mock Coronation.” 


SCENE PERTH. 
Enter Mackenzie and Wilſon, Two of 5 


— 


Mar's Officers. 


OW does the Winter wear with you, Bro- 
ther? If Heaven ſends us more of this 
Weather, and our King ſends us no more Cloaths, 
we are likely to be in a fine Condition to play the 
Game out with the Duke of Argyle ; he has got ano- 
ther fort of Equipage, I _— about him, hoy. 

. theſe 
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theſe tatter d Rags, prudently kept from ſtraying 
from each other by this faded Saſh; or otherwiſe | 
one keen Blaſt from the North would leave me as bare 
and naked as an old Mountain Oak in this Seaſon of : 

the Year. | | 
WWalj. Faith, Brother, your Complaints are very fea- | 
ſonable, but we may as well argue with the Weather 
about its perſecuting keenneſs, as with our General 
about better Rigging: All that I know, is, that we 
are likely to ſtarve, or freeze for him; for to fight 
for him in our preſent State is impoſſible. | 
Mac. Now methinks it would be a pretty Contriv- 
ance to ſeize Newcaſtle upon Tyre, carry off all the 
Coals, and let our 1 freeze without Relief 
in their Turn. Pox take that Forſter, and his ſaucy 
Pretenſions, he promiſed us good Winter-Quarters 
there, but he has ſince taken up with worſe himſelf. 
Well, tis better, however, to ſtarve in Scotland, than 
hang in England. = | 
Wilſ. There J hold with you: If a Man is to be ſa- 


crificd, the beſt way is to have a Tryal of Skill who 


falls firſt; but to take a ſolemn March with ones 
Hands ty d behind one, be drove along like a Flock 


of Shorn Wethers, and ſtar'd at like ſome foreign 
Monſters, is worſe, in my Opinion, than being Whipt 
from Tithing to Tithing, till a Man arrives to the 
comfortable Subſiſtance of a Pariſh-allowance in his 
own Country. * 

Mac. But you have left out the worſt part of the 
Story; the moſt Soldier-like Reception a Man meets 


with at the end of this noble Cavalcade, the ſour 


Face of a Turu-Key, ſaluting you with a hearty 


Welcome, and a pair of Iron Boots, which one mult 
wear for Life, unleſs the Magick of a better Metal 
pulls them off again. And then the confounded Farce 
of Examinations, Confeſſions, Tryals, Parſons, and 


Hang- 
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err 
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Hangmen. — And after that the Poſthumous Per- 
ſecution of Seſſion- Paper and Penny Elegies. 
Wilſ. Why Faith, methinks I Ne to like the Wea- 
ther again; we may Rail, Faith, but Perth is not ſo 
uncomfortable a Manſion, as ſome others beyond 
the Tweed. Now, conſidering all Things, I like my 
Station well enough, and had I but an honeſt Scots 


| Pound or two in my Pocket, I would go drink it 
away this Minute, to baulk the Enemy of Plunder, 


if I ſhould happen to fall into their Hands. Burt alas! 
though we have Two Kings, the Devil take me if 
I can get a fight of one of their Faces upon a Doit of 
their Coins. | 
Mac. I am naked too of that ſort of Metal, yet now 
I think on it, I have one of the Dutcheſs of Gordon's 
Medals in my Pocket, and fince his Majeſty will not 
give us his Preſence, I ſhall make bold to Pawn his 
Picture, and take it up again when he comes, to com- 
pare it with the Original. But look, here comes the 
merry Captain, that we took at Dunblain; you know 


his free Temper, and his flowing Pockets, and it is 


two to one it I don't ſave little Femmy till another 


opportunity, for he would not ſcruple to treat us, 
provided we ſuffer him to rally our Cauſe a little. 


Enter Captain Smith. 


So, your humble Servant, Captain » what think'ſt 


now of Sack and. Eggs this cold Morning? Will 
you make one at the Blue Bonnet? 


Capt. Smith, If you'll promiſe not to ſpoil my Breakfaſt 


with the Praiſes of your Bar-le-duc Baſtard, I don't 
care if I try to mend your cold Climate with a Bottle 
or two; it will keep my Loyalty warm to remember 
the brave Men who gave a Check to Rebellion, and 
dy for their Country at Dunblain. 7, 


22 25 157 Scot 
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Mac. As to that Point we ſhall let you have your 
own Humour, but there is another that 25 muſt in- 
dulge us in. 

Cpt. Smith. Not a Word of Calumny or Scandal a- 
gainſt the King whom I have ſworn Allegiance to, 
none of your idle Stories, and Engliſt Lyes, which the 
Party take care to propagate in the North, to feed the 
or languiſhing Flame of Rebellion. Theſe, I ſay, 
CD hear, and: tho' a Priſoner, will reſent them 


at the peril of my Life Upon theſe Terms I am 


ours. 
Wil. Prithee, Captain, you are talking of Arti- 
cles and Conditions we never thought of; our grand 
Preliminary is only that we will be your Gueſts at the 


Tavern. + 


Capt. Smith. With all my Hearr, 1 bis your Stock 


runs low enough, and it is a Shame, even to the 
 warlkt of Cauſes, that he who maintains it with the 


Sword, ſhould want a fair Subſiſtance. But by this 


vou may Eſtimate the Promiſes of your Leaders, 
Gentlemen, and what are likely to be the future Re- 
' wards of a Gallant Service from a miſtaken Princi- 
ple; for though J am your Enemy, as I think you 
are my Country's, yet I can't entertain ſo mean an 
Opinion of you, as to believe you were decoy'd in- 
to the Rebellion for Mercenary Ends. — That is, I be- 
lieve ſo much of you Tuo, but Faith I have no ſuch 
favourable Notions. of the generality, eſpecially the 
great Patron and Champion of your Cauſe. 

Mac. We are oblig'd to you for what you ſay of 
us, and let others anſwer for themſelves; our prey 
ſent Buſineſs is of quite another Nature. For 1 ſay 


Eternal Curſes fall upon that Afe 
Who ſpoils. with Politicks the flowing Glaſs ; 
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Let Pleaſure, Wit, and Freedom then appear, 
Sometimes a Feſt, but nothing too ſevere : || 
For he who Fights and Dies in Tavern Brawls, 
Draws like a Bully, like a Coxcomb falls. 
; of Exeunt. 


SCENE continues. 


Enter Madam D'aurant and Bouquet, Two F renck 
| Nuns, and John an Engliſh Footman, 


M. D'aur. 'ELL, Siſter, this is an odd Ramble, 
; for a brace of Devotees, and truly I 
think we may be ſaid to have leſt the World, in as 
true a Senſe, as when we firſt enter'd the Nunnery; 
for I can ſee nothing here that reſembles the World 
ve liv d in, poor half-ſtarv'd raw-bone Wretches, 

Men without Cloaths, and Women worſe in them, 

are ſuch Objects, that I fancy ; myſelf, if not out of 

the World, pretty near the end of it; for all the 
Inhabitants here look as if they wanted only one Rep 
to get out of it. ä 2 
Boug. I could endure any thing but that into- 
erable hideous barbarity of foul Linnen; upon my 
Conſcience I have not ſeen a clean Rag ſince we ſet 
foot in the Kingdom; one would imagine by its looks 
that they lay in their Table-Linnen, if we did not 
know, by Experience, that they are unacquainted 

vith the Uſe of Sheets. O Love! what do we ſuffer 
for thee! Thou imperious God, that leadeſt thy Vo- 

aries into Climates that would damp any fires but 
thine; thou can'ſt live in the moſt unlovely Regions, 
and grow ſtrong in a Land of Barrenneſs. FD 
* D'aur. Well done, Daughter St. Clare, thou art 
the greateſt Glory. of our Order, Till be hang'd if the 
Faint herſelf could have fram'd a more heavenly and 
Fapturous Speech than thine. Come, Girl, the Song 
| 2 | Ke pleaſes 
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pleaſes me, prithee let us have the ſecond Part, and 
ſet it to the lovely Engliſb Tune of Dear Harry. 

Boug. O! that charming, ſofteſt Name! O! the 
dear dear owner, with Ten Thouſand Graces in his 
Air, a Million of dancing Cupids in his Eyes, and 
Angels on his Tongue. His Figure, his Mien, his 
Courage, his engaging Sweetneſs, his agreeable Hu- 

mours, his Languiſhings, his Dying Raptures 

D'aur. That laſt ſpoils all, dying Raptures, give 
me the living, the ſubſtantial Raptures; let my Plea- 
ſure be delicately refin'd, but ſtill preſerve as nice a 
quickneſs as Nature is capable of, and laſt——Let me 
ſee, how long ſnould it laſt ? 

Bong. Very well, Siſter, a Modeſt Queſtion, by 
the Memory of Madam de Bourignon ; how long ſhould 
it laſt? Town I did begin, but muſt ſubmit to you, 
the ſecond Part is yours, and you have -play'd it in 
Perfection. But ſince you talk of the Living and the 
Subſtantial, prithee how ſhall we find out Lord Harry ? 
For there our Happineſs is to center. | 


D'aur. I can't tell, we muſt depend upon our 


Footman's enquiry, I believe; he muſt be the Mercu- 
ry that paſſes bet this God and us Goddeſſes — 
We have no other. recourſe, and he knows our Er- 
rand as well as we, or elſe he is no Engliſhman I am 
ſure. Harkee, John, you muſt make the beſt Enqui- 
ry after my Lord Harry, and bring us News as ſoon 
as you hear any thing of him. | . 
John. Indeed, Ladies, I am as great a Stranger as 
. your ſelves, and don't know how to go about a 
ſtrange Place on ſuch an odd Errand. | 


D'aur. Odd Errand'! What does the Fellow mean? 
Did we take you into our Service, d'ye think, to diſ- 


pute our Commands; or did you engage to be our 


Guide and Servant only to leave us in the lurch? 
4 - _ . EY : So * . "Caf 


| N X | John 


is 


* 
* 
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John. I don't know, theſe are dangerous Times, 


and a Man may be Hang'd for a Spy as far as I 1 


know. I wiſh I had not come into theſe. plaguy 
Highlands, but liv'd upon my Frog Diet in France 
{till. | | 


the Matter, but make haſte and get the. beſt Intelli- 
gence you can, for we ſhall die if we don't receive 
ſome comfortable News at your retury.. Go, and 
there's ſomething (gives him Money) to quicken your 
Pace, and ſharpen your Underſtanding. 

John. I am "ory willing to ſerve you, Ladies, and 
truly, now I think of it, I know a Scotch Officer in 


Mar's Army that was my Fellow-Prentice, and III 


ſift him if I can. But where ſhall I find you, Ladies, 
when I come back ? vo; 

D'aur. We intend to ſtrole about the Town a 
little this Morning, but you'll find us at our Lodgings 
in half an Hour. 1 

John. I'll about it this Inſtant. 


[ Exit. 


Boug. Well, good Fortune attend thee. Now if 
we can but hear of the dear Rogue, it will be a Cor- 
dial to our drooping Spirits; and I ſhall never re- 
pent, for my Part, whatever the Chevalier does, of 
ny Scots Expedition. | | 

D'aur. Upon my Word, Siſter, I don't care a 
Fig what becomes of the Cauſe, ſo we have but our 
Man again. I thank kind England that has made his 


dur Care to deſerve his Love, and keep him from 
randring to other Kingdoms, and newer Charms. 
Boug. He is pofitively the Gallanteſt of all Lor- 

rs — But then he has ſuch Whimſical Humours— 


Boug. Prithee, honeſt John, make no Words of 


ountry dangerous to him, and bleſs the happy Mi- 
ute that he firſt ſet Foot on French Ground. Be it 
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as you may nher by the Date of ſome of his Let- 
ters from a certain Place. 
Daur. Pſhaw* I am proud on it, = TL it F 

ſounds as well as Given at our Court, or Donnez a Ver- 
ſailles. But prithee let us run about the Town a lit- th 
tle, for we ſhall freeze with ſtanding {till in this Cli- y 
mare, 43 
Boug. Lead then J my Dear, and turn down that g 
un —— 

( Eæaumt. 


8 C ** N E changes to a Tavern, Sign the Blae * 
Bonnet. 


Ca ape. Smith. Come, the other Bumper To the next 
Battel, what ſay you? I hope to make one there. | 

Mac. With all my Heart, and I don't care if 
fall into our Hands again. 
Capt. Smith. Hold, Sir, no, it is your turn next ; f 
and if I am not miſtaken, it will be the laſt 144 
try. The honeſt Durch will hold our Backs, oe ods 
and and we ſhall not be out-number'd again; though I 
even ſo, we*ſhow'd you the goodneſs of our Cauſe 4 
by our Viftery. Succeſs waits. upon all Xing Georges h 
Actions. Your- Preſton Heroes have ſufficiently mor- ;, 
tify'd the hopes of your Party in England, and ano-? ( 
Lad Dunblain makes an end of the Matter in Scoi- 
[ s .: 
- Wilſ. Faith, Captain, I don't know what you n 
think, but all the Lerters in our Camp'give us great g 


* of England ſtill. 


3 Smith, Well they may, . they were all writ C 
_— Camp. The Devil is in it if a Man can't tell v 
plain Lye for himſelf, who can Perjure himſelf, as a 

your x Leader has done. * = 
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A Mock Coronation. 9 


Mac. But what do you think of Scotland? Can 
vou imagine ſo many Brave Fellows, as you daily ſee, 
ill deſert, or refuſe to fight, or run away? 
Capt. Smith. I believe they will do the laſt, when 
they meet with braver Fellows; there are Degrees in 
11— Valour, Boys, as there are in Wine, and if you fall in 
my way you ſhall freely taſte of both. In the mean time 
hat fince this is not a Place for one, let us try the other; 
Zwhere does the next Battel flaud ? Pox, I thought it 
was on your Side? 
Nil. Come then, here's to it. To a bloody 
Meeting, and a friendly Entertainment afterwards. 
Capt. Smith. You will certainly meęt with that among 
Four Officers, but what Quarter the Government will 
give I can't tell. But away with this, a Scots Toaſt, 
my dears, I love a fair Enemy at my Heart, ſhe pro- 
miſes a double Conqueſt to the Valiant Love.. 
Wilſ. Now you are in the right: To begin then, 
t Here is to the Lady that ſat on the left Hand beneath 
all the Pulpit, when we carry'd you laſt to the Kirk. 
Capt. Smith. O what a;pretty Pout ſhe had with her 
Sh Lips! What a gentle heaying on her Breaſt | What a 
uſe! demure ſinfulneſs in her Leer! By Heaven! I did not 
es hear one Word the Fellow ſaid, nor ſee any one Face 
Drin the Aſſembly after I had once look d upon hers. 
O!] that I were but to propagate a Race of Loyal 
. Georgites on that dear Charmer, and make a moſt glo- 
rious Union of Whig and Tory, when ſhe and I became 
ou one Fleſh. Here is to all I ſaw of her—and the hopes 
dat of ſeeing more. 143 
Mac. So, Captain, I find you are in double 
it Chains, an exchange of Priſoners will be of no ſer- 
ell vice to you now; you muſt not leave Scot/aad, tho' ſore 
47 againſt your Principles. | 
Wilſ. Suppoſe now a Man ſhould tell you who 
the Lady is, her Character, Fortune, and ſuch other 
4 Circumſtances, which give a new reliſh to Beauty; 
| . nay, 


nay, if one ſhould acquaint you where you may ſee 
not doing it the firſt time. 


narur'd cruel] Fellow, for I have teaz d you this Fort- 
night to tell me, and could not get a Word from you 


Humour will ſhow itſelf. Who is ſhe ? 


Some good News is come to the Camp certainly. Do 


Drunk at ſome Loyaliſts 


'come to the Dn 


rarely. 
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her, converſe with her, and perhaps Salute her, after! 
two or three Boxes of the Ear for Cn it, and 


| Capt. Smith. Why then I will ſay you are a good- 


about her; but now I hope the better ſide of ,youn 


VHilſ. She is one that I have the Honour to be 
acquainted with. 
Capt. Smith. And can't you admit a Partner, Bro- 


ther Soldier? 1 never ſcrupled it in Handers, two 


Buckets i in a Well Lou underſtand me. 
Mob without, Huzza! Huzza ! Huzzæ! f 
Mac. What the Devil is the Matter without there??᷑ 


Von hear them again? 
Mob without. Huzza ! Huzza Huzza! 5 
Capt. Smith. Damn the roaring Raſcals, they have 
only plunder d ſome Nei eHbouring Village, and got 
pence. Prithee, dear Jack, 


go on about the Lady 

Mob without. Huzza | God ſave the King. 

Capt. Smith. Mar is turn'd Convert, I believe, and 
is gone over to the Duke of Argyle But a little more 
of the Lad 
il. We muſt know the meaning of that Noiſe | 
firſt. Here, Landlord, Landlord,” whit is the Matter 4 
without, Friend? Whar's the reaſon of that hollow- © 


Ing ? 


Enter Landlord. | 
Landlord. Wh Maſter, they ſay King James is 
ke of Mar, and will be at Perth i imme- 1 


a 1] ; 1 CExit Landlord. 
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Mac. What ſay you now, Captain, you uſed to 
wear he did not dare croſs the Water. Ha ! Sol- 
dier, come we will begin his Health 
Capt. Smith. So you may, but Ill drink no,Baftard's 
og Health in Europe. Yet, Faith, I am glad he is come, 
we ſhall make an end of our Work the ſooner, and 
then I ſhall have more leiſure to attend my. dear 
Scots Miſtreſs; a Service more worthy for a Man' of 
Honour, than that of a Pretender. 
Mac. Come, never mind him, drink the Health, 


” | ack, with the old Song. 2 
ro- The. bonnieſt Lad that e' er you fe aw, 


Ion Perth Hills, not far away. 


Capt. Smith. Nay, Gentlemen, if you are for Sing- 
Do ing, let me preſent you with a Song; upon my Ho- 
nour it is a very $990 one, and has made me Mer- 
ry many a time: Beſides, it is to the Purpoſe, and 
ve tho it has an Engliß Tune, may be Sung in Scotland. 
zot Here it is. e „„ 
ck, - 


E 


nd f INCE HANOVER #ts come 

i In ſpite of France and Rome, 
And the Tories have met mith their Matches: 
” Full Loyally they Sing, 

5 | To the Coming of their King, 


. 


And keep up their Courage with Catches, 
But let em have their Song, 

: It can't be very long 
E'er the Name ſhall be loſt in the Nation ; 
18 They ve nothing but a Tune 

Of To ſupport the Tenth of June, 


Hud the Hopes of a RESTAURATTOx. 
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"Tis a comfortable Noiſe 
To hear the roaring Boys, 
In a Note we ha” long been deſiring : 
„ Their Muſick muſt portend 
Their own latter End, 
And, like Swans, they are ſweeely expiring, 
Their next melodious Strain 
Vl be with Paul Lorain, 
And then let em Chaunt it fairly. 
. For as ſure as a Gun, | 
The Stave will be begun, 
By that Old Pſalm-raiſer Harley. 


- 0s 


How d'ye like it, Gentlemen? Faith my laſt Letters 
fay that the Prophecy is very near its Completion; 


for they ſay the Pſalm-raiſer is coming to his Tryal, 
and Drinks and Prays moſt confoundedly, to prepare 
himſelf for the laſt Sentence, 

Mob. Huzza ! Huzza! Huzza! 

Wilſ. The People are at the old Game, prithee, 
don't let us ſet here chattering Politicks, when we 
ſhou'd be paying our Obedience. Our King is certain- 
ly arriv'd ; we'll. leave the Captain, and his Tunes till 


another Opportunity, and pay him this Reckoning 


with an old Song at a more convenient Time. 

Mac. We beg your Pardon, Sir, but we muſt 
be going, or we ſhall forfeit out” Honour, and the next 
time we meet the dancing Lewis 4Or's ſhall trip it up- 
on the Table at your command. We can't . queſtion 
but we ſhall roll in Money now, I warrant his Majeſty 
has brought a Plate-Fleet—— 0s 

Capt. Smith. Nothing, by Heaven! but a Saint's 
Hair ſet in Briſtol Stones, a muſty Proclamation, two 

| L rie 


3 
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Da 


A Mock Coronation. | 13 


brace of Jeſuits, and the Bleſſing of his God-father 
the Pope. * 

iſ. Farewel, Sir, we ſhall ſee who gueſſes beſt 
in half an Hour. , [ Exeunt Two Scots. 

Capt. Smith. So, the Wretch is come, but the De- 
vil take me if I can ſee a Grain of Policy in his 
Journey. If there is any Plot ir the Matter, Mother 
Church has her ſhare I am ſure; but we have Wiſdom 
enough in our Rulers to countermine, and Power e- 
nough to baffle all their Attempts: For my part I 
don't care to ſee a Thing I hate, and therefore if the 
Booby Boy is come, Il leave their Triumph to their 
own Eyes, and look for a Bottle, or a Miſtreſs, to 
give my Thoughts a better Turn. The laſt is beſt 
now—and Faith there is a Brace of clean ones a propos. 
Here Landlord—— [ Looking out of the Window. 


Enter Landlord. 


Capt. Smith. Five Bottles, there is your Money. Do 
you know theſe Ladies that · are paſſing by the Win- 
dow ? | N 
Land. No, indeed, Captain, not I. 

Capt. Smith. Then I will 


O that ſome bold Adventure it may prove, 

To try the Force of Valour and of Love; © 
Draw me to wound ſome Coxcomb in the Field, 
And make the Fair One, by his falling, yield. 


XIt. 


SCENE the 3d. The Street before the Nun's 
Lodgings. © | 


Enter Madam D'aurant and Bouquet, the Two Nuns, 
and Capt. Smith, at 'a little diſtance. 3 


HE King is come, and now we ſhall be 


D aur. 


Pang. 


ſure to find our dear Lord in his Com- 


_ 
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ny But I wonder we have heard nothing of our 


Footman. | 
Capt. Smit h. (Afide) So, I muſt change my Poli- 
' wicks, I find, if I intend to ſucceed here; and as for 


the Duel I promis d myſelf, it is cut out to my Hands, 


and with 2 Lord too. | 
Bong. If any ot + theſe rude Scots Colonels ſhould 


have a Notion of Nuzs-Fleſh ſo near them, we ſhou'd | 


be delicately teazed with their broad Language, as 
unfit for Love as their Bag-Pipes are for Muſick. 
Capt. Smith. (Aſide) Worſe and worſe. I muſt not 


keep my Keligion neither, I find, in theſe Quarters. | 
What will they ſtrip me of next, in the Name of 


Wonder? Well, a little Diſſimulation may do: Now 
e Dear Saints hear one who never called on you before, 


tho' I believe you have been ſollicited for Pimps of- 


ten, come then, and aſſiſt me. Draws near them. 
Ladies, permit an hoxeſs Engliſh Cavalier to adore 
Charms that have made him a Captive in a Land where 
he little expefted. Sure thoſe exquiſitely elegant Features 
were never framed of Scots Clay; you ſhould, by ſome 


| Reſemblances, Ladies, be my Country Women, but that 
I view in you ſomething more divine than ever England 


produc d. ; 5 
D'aur. And, Sir, in return to your Compliment, 


we perceive in you ſomething more impertinent than 


a Frenchman, and ſomething more ſaucy than a High- 
ander; and ſo Engliſh Cavalier you may walk about 
your Buſineſs, for we have ſome of our own to employ 


Capt. Smith Now I can't imagine how two Women 
can employ themſelves in Buſineſs. There is no ſuch 


thing in Nature, and a Man muſt come in between 
you, or your Buſineſs is not worth a Pin; and ſo, | 


if you want a third Perſon," or if you do not want 
one, conſider that I may, and let us make good Com- 


pany. 


: 


* 7 * 
7 
= G 


are yours when you can catch us. 
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pany. Thoſe Faces ſeem to be be acquainted with 
Charity. | 1 | 

Boug. So, Sir, becauſe you ſuppoſe we are Chari- 
table, you would have us give to every Beggar ; but 
that's the way to ruin our ſelves, and make luſty Fel- 


lows idle. I a we 
Capt. Smith. Not at all, for the more you give me, 


or which is the ſame thing, allow me to take, I ſhall 


Work the more heartily, Fleſh is the beſt ſupport of 
Labour. | 
D'aur. Then you never read of a Fleſh-Diet that 
takes away the Stomach. Ha, ha | 
Capt. Smith. Yes I have heard of ſuch a Thing, bur ' 
I never met with it in all my Courſe. | 
Boug. A Novice, a meer Novice. | 
Capt. Smith. No, my Fair Nuns, no Novice, you 


may make the Experiment. 


D'aur. ( Afide) 'Betray'd, by all the Saints! Come, 
Madam, let us leave this Cavalier to his . Amuſe- 


ments. | 
Capt. Smith. Faith, Ladies, T muſt follow, I'm your 


7 Priſoner, and you muſt keep me now; I know my 
Duty as a Soldier, and muſt learn it as a Lover. 


Boug. Sir, I hops you won't be rude to Strangers, 
but ſhow yourſelf a Gentleman; and you may by 
that, perhaps, engage our Company another time. 

Capt. Smith. The Hour, the Minute, the Place, where, 
when, how? 44 26 7 

D' aur. Not ſo faſt, good Cavalier, this is our Lodg- 
ing, make the beſt of your Knowledge; but if you 
are ever deny'd a Viſit, go away, ſay nothing, and 
depend upon it, tts all for your good. And ſo we 


[Ex:unt. I 
Capt. Smith. Very ſmart, truly; wonderful pretty 
both of them: Theſe are the beſt Cargo the Dung 


Centleman has brought with him. But who can this 


Lover 


- 
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Lover Lord be? Pox on it, I have a thouſand Whim- 
fies in my Brain, ſee them again I muſt ; ſo that Point 
is determin'd—But my dear Scots Beauty — She ſticks 
neareſt, . Well, ſuppoſe I make a ſhort Dinner, and ſo 
make it out at Supper; try here firſt, and then at- 

rack there Two or Three Strings to the Bow, is a 
good Proverb, or as the Engliſh Bard ſays, 


. "x, Yd fwd FA kk rw 


That Mouſe who meanly truſts to one poor Hole, 


| Can never be a * of any Soul. 
| Exit. 


en 
SCENE A great Hall. 


ner . Mar, Mariſchal, and Hamilton 


Boling. LL Joy and Glory bleſs this happy Land, 
O! let her raiſe her Head to meet her 
A Name for many Years to her unknown. (Prince; 
Ruled as a Province, by a diſtant Lord, 
And ſway'd by Power of Arbitrary Will; 
The Genizs of afflicted Scotland fat 
And mourn 'd the drooping Honours of her Land : 
But you, my Lords, the Braveſt of her Sons, 
Reſerv d by Fate for great and glorious Deeds 
Have ſhook the Tron 'Bondage from her Neck ; 
By you her Antient Splendor ſhall ariſe, 
And the proud Neighbour, who oppreſs'd her fore, 
Shall feel the heavy Burthen in her turn. 
England, who drove away to Foreign Realms 
Her worthieſt Peers, ſhall mourn the raſh Diſgrace. 
From hence her Monarchs drew their Antient Line, 


| A From; 
| 35 c * 
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From hence the goodly Train of Struts came: 
And now again, to bleſs us all, the Saints, 2 
She ſhall another greater STUART o Cm. 
But you, my Lords, muſt. work this wondrous Change, 
2 Muſt with your Swords the hardy Paſſage cleave 
To me the humbler Duty of the fen 
To you the Buſineſs of the War belongs 
Mar. Moſt noble Lord, to whoſe directing Hand 
Our Monarch owes the Proſpect of his Crown, 
Moſt humbly we receive your honeſt Praiſ 
What we have done for him, is little ye | + bo #17 
But now his Preſence, and your Councils warm -& 
To mighty Things, we ſhall no Dangers fear, 
But try the laſt Extream with all our Foess bob. 
Ham. Let Dunblain ſpeak, all bloody with the Slain, 
How well our Hands gave Witneſs to our Hearts. 
Many a noble Battle have I ſeen, |. 4 OT. 
And not the laſt my ſelf in War appear dd?! 15 V/ 
But never yer before theſe Eyes beheld: (7 1 on 108 
A Day where Valour more her (elf diſplay d. 
J. Or hardy Courage ſtood with more Reſolve/, 121d 
her Tempting all Dangers, and defying all. 
Jour ſelf have ſeen the Monuments that tel, 
How well we fought, and how much more deſerv'd: 
Our next Account ſhall make the Reck'ning even,: ..\ 
And chaſe Argyle, with all his foreign Bands 
To ſeek a Refuge, and beyond the Tweed. 
Bol. Brave Gen'ral, well we know thy Standard worth, 


Before experienc'd in the Field of War: 
Bur never did a Cauſe ſo good before 
Employ thy Arm, or hang upon thy Sword. ' | 14, 


Well has thy martial Flame our Friends inſpir'd, 
And rais'd thy Countrys Honour with thy oπ --. IT 4M 


Forgive me, Noble Lords, that thus I ſ peak +7 
Conferring here a Praiſe that all deſerve;  #id YO 
For all have nobly fought, nor is there one mT of 


That ſtands excluded from ow gen'ral Thanks. 
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The King who beſt diſcerns, and beſt rewards 
Tour Faithful Service, ſoon will heap your Bows 
With other Glories than the Lawrel Branch. 
& ſhort Repoſe unwillingly detains N 

His ſacred "Perſon from your longing Arms ; 
But ſoon your eager Hopes ſhall be Nagl d, 
Nor leſs will be his Tranſports than your own, 
For ſo he bid me ſay. | 

E. Mar. I long to 1 m Standard at his Feet, 

Again to take it from his Royal Hand, 
Full of his Bleſſing, that ſhall make it riſe 
With double Glory on the martial Plain. 


Bol. Now may you all be proſp'rous in your Hopes! 


And when I view ſuch noble Spirits joyn'd, 

no can diſtruſt, who doubt the ſure Succeſs ? 
Sure it would ill become my eager Soul, 

To drop a Word that bore a Sign of Fear, 
When you engage in ſuch a virtuous Cauſe. 

Bat now my Dutycalls me to the King ; 

Pardon, good Lords, that Eagerneſs of Haſte, 
Which will be n when next we meet. 


A diffrent Gras in our Spirits reigns, 

wu fight our Battles in the Bloody Plains; 

In gentler Arts my Fame I ſtrive to raiſe, 

Tou make the Plot, and I will write the Plays. 


"Mar; ThisLord ftillholds his bumours Airs of Mirth, 
And fills the moſt important Scenes of Life 
With Gaiety and Pleaſantry of Wit. 


1 hy haſte we not, my Lords, to meet the 
(King, 


My Heart can think of nothing elſe but him, 
But burns impatient to receive the Stamp 
Of his great Image; which when once impreſs'd * 
No Time nor Danger ever ſhall eraſe 

The | „ Wicaels of my Loyalty. _ 


ar, 
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{ [Words 
_ Mar. Well haſt thou ſpoke, 8 Youth, thy 
Are ever faithful to thy Honeft Heart,. 
And ſhow a Spirit, that our King ſhall lo ye 
With Royal Tenderneſs, a apd > will Grace -- -.- i} 
With mighty Honours, and. deſerv'd Applauſe : +. 
Soon will I tell thy Virtues to his Ear, v3 
And proudly tell him what a God-like Youth _ ..,."/ 
Adorns our Cauſe, and digniſies our Arm. 
Ham. Come, let our Actions, and our Arms beſpeak 
The Royal Favour, not a partial Vie, 

Mar. I lead you then, my Friends, and Royal _ 
Let each Man ſpeak. as beſt becomes his Flags. | 


8 It is my Duty to admire you all, 


' Mariſ. O] may we happily our Monarch greet, | 
And never part again when once we meet, 
Fix d by our Arms may his firm Scepter ſtand, 
And flouriſh ever in a StoarT's Hand! _ | 
[Excuns 


SCENE changes to the Sree 


Enter Madam D'aurant and Bouquet, Mack 'a, Capt. 


Smith —_— after, and Bolingbroke at the other 
Door. 


Daur. IME AR Siſter, I am quite out of "WES 
I hope the Wretches have not the Impu- 


dence to purſue us (turning about to Capt. Smith) O! 
here's the Engliſh Cavalier, ve are fallen into his Pro- 


tection, we muſt make Uſe of it. Pray, Sir, as you 


are a Gentleman, do us the favour to preſerve two 
Errant Damſels from an een we Nen reaſon to be 
atraid of. @ 73 1 


- WW * % 
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Capt. Smith. Les, Ladies, what my Sword and Hand 
can do, is at your Service, and if there is a Regiment 
of Rogues I will not fly for it. But then I hope for 
_ a little Compaſſion on your Side, which I think is but 

fair, and J might claim from your laſt Promiſe. | 

Bolin. O] badft thou, Cruel, beeu content to ſeize 

Hairs leſs in fight, or any Hairs but theſe. 
Very pretty, Faith, bur that is a Farce not to be 
Play'd in this Land; a Man may as wel) take a Nor- 
thern Bear by the Beard, as attempt a Secoti/h Lady. 
Ha! Theſe loak a little better, now my dear Impu- 
dence fail me nor: Ladies, Ladies, have you got any 
Scented Bottles, or Perfumes about you, for Heaven 
ſake pity a poor Man juſt a fainting. | 5 

Boug. It is he by his Voice (ade) We muſt not 
_ diſcover — Here, Stranger, if this will be of any 
Service to you pray uſe it and keep it. 

- Bolin. This, this (takes her Hand) has a better Cor- 
dial in it than all the Perfumes in the Eaſt! Oh! 

How my Spirits Dance, I feel Life now, and know its 
Value, ſince I owe it to ſo Divine a Creature. 


* 


Capt. Smith. Who the Devil is this (4/46) This Fel- 


low will certainly ' out-talk me, and fo I ſhall not 
truſt him. Pray, Sir, what have you to ſay to theſe 
Ladies, they are my Friends, and I muſt not hear 
them Afﬀronted ? === ITE 

Bolin. Affronted, Sir, why was ever Woman Affront- 
ed with a Lover, unleſs a very awkard Scozs one! 
Or _ not be proud of a Compliment” from any 
Hand. e eee 
Capt. Smith. Jou have made the Ladies no Compli- 
ment now, Sir, I think. And I ſuppoſe the reſt of 
your Diſcourſe will be no better, and ſo I think it 
my Duty to keep you at a diſtan ee. 
D'aur. Fair Play, Captain, you are both Strangers 


alike to us, and we are not ſo vain as to deſire any 


Fighting for us, we dony love to be ſet up for Prizes 


IT 


It 
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at a Tryal of Skill. If you think of pleaſing us it 
muſt not be by Dying. | 

Boug. No, we'll be won another way; beſides here 
are two of us, and it would be unconſcionable to 
Quarrel for more than you can diſpoſe of. Enough, 
you know, z as good as a Feaſt, and all above it is 
no Feaſt, but a talſe Appetite running into a Sur- 
feit. 

Bolin. Faith, Ladies, I am oblig'd to you, and now 
if you will be but ſo kind as to tell me which is my 
Diſh, I'll aſſure you I'll make as ſhort, a Grace as 1 
can, and fall too immediately. 

Capt. Smith. Since it is the Ladies Propoſal I am. 
willing to hearken to any Conditions of Peace; bu: 
I think it is a Soldier's part to ſeize as faſt as he can, 
and ſo, dear Madam (lays hold on D'aurant) I am juſt 
now going to my Quarters, where there is the beſt 
Wine, and the only clean Linnen in all Scotland. 

.D'aur, Hold, Captain, I am not in ſuch haſte, tho' 
own the Invitation of Cleanlineſs no ſmall Article 
in your favour, but I fancy that Cavalier cou'd 
oblige me in that Point as well as you. 

Ls Smith. If you are there, Madam, I have done, 
and {ce my Game is here. 
 Boug. Not here neither, Sir; O Lord, who is com- 
ing out yonder (Looks out) we ſhall be ſurrounded by 
a Troop of Horſe, while we are N e if we 
don't take care. 

Bolin. They are the King's Troops, and none of 
them ſhall dare to touch you; I will be your Prote- 
ction, Ladies 

Capt. Smith. Zoons, Fil fight the whole T roop if 
you'll be but a little Civil; tho? I am a Priſoner I 
will not ſee a Woman abug'd. 

Boug. A Priſoner ! O Laird Re. . 

Daw ASUS 1 50 
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Bolin. Come along 


diſcover it to your Ad vantage. 
Both. Allons! Adieu! Priſoner! 


their Inſults; if you doubt my Quality, I will ſoon 


Poor priſoner 
Runs off with Bolin. 


Capt. Smith /ol>6s. 


The Devil certainly takes care to give me all the 
Plagues he can, flings Temptation in my Mouth, 
draws me to the Bait as a Boy does a Fiſh, and juſt 
as I am going to ſwallow, whips it away, and leaves 


me gaping to no purpoſe. Twice have I met theſe 


Ladies, and cou'd have no opportunity to handle 
them; nay when I thought I had them at the ſureſt, 
they vaniſh' d and left me as the Witches did Mack- 

beth, when I wanted the greateſt Secret of all. And 
now, to make amends, here comes the Pretender and 


all his Gang of Fools and Rogues. I will try to di-, 


vert myſelf with hearing what I can, for they ſay he 
is wonderfully given to Crying and Speech-mak- 
ing. | | | 


Enter the Pretender,. Mar, Officers, Women and Soldiers. 


Mar. Behold, my Countrymen, your Gracious King, 
Who at his Subjects call is come to bleſs 
This happy Land, and to poſſeſs that Crown 
Which he from long Deſcent of Scortiſb Blood 
Moft rightly Claims; but ah! too long his Right 
An ill ungrateful People have deny d. 
But Providence at length has heard our Prayers, 
And brought our Hope, our Wiſh, our Monarch here, 
View, and adore him, as good Subjects oughht. 


Capt. Smith: Adore him] Of what Church is that 


the Doctrine? (afide) He that can Jook upon that 


Face, and fall down and Worſhip it, is to me one of 
— x” | : t Cc 


„ „ 


„Ladies, Fll ſecure you from 
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the greateſt Believers upon the face of the Earth. 


Poor SWrerch, how he trembles! I wiſh his Nurſe was 


here, O Lord the Thing i is going to ſpeak, now for 
a Speech out df the Vatican. 
Pret, My good and loving People, and my Friends, 
Who here ſtand ready to defendthe Cauſe 
Ot injur'd Innocence, attend my Words. 
Alas! The Suff rings that your King has felt, 
Is ſuch a Tale as won'd command the Tears 
Of the moſt cruel Heart, and melt the Eyes | 
Of ſtern Barbarians into ſofteſt Pity. 
Capt. Smith. (Afide) That 1s as much — to 4 he'll 


make every Highlander cry poor Baby! I warrant you 


if ſome Engliſ Ladies were here, they wou'd weep 

as plentifully as they did at Sacheverell's Speech. 

Arms, 

Pret. When Young, and  Helpleſs, in my Nurſes 
I with my Royal Parents forc'd away, 


Ny Country left, and long in Foreign Lands 


We felt, alas! the heavy welght of Woe, 

Infulting Scorns, and ſad Diſgrace our Lot; 

While we on others Bounty's ted, and ow d 

The poor Remains of wretched Royalty 

To mighty Leuis; while our Haughty Foe 

Poſſeſs'd onr Kingdoms, and defy'd our Right, 

Supported by a giddy cruel People's Hands, 

Who felt no Pity, no Remorſe of Heart 

For all their Injuries 
Mar. It is a diſmal Tale, my Countrymen, 

And I aſſure you that my Heart has bled 

In ſecret often, for our injur d Prince. 

O! make his Sorrows now your own, and ſhow 


| Your gen'rous Pity, and redreſs his Wrongs. 


Pret. Our Royal Father gather'd to the Saints, 
With reſtleſs Malice I was ſtill purſu'd, 
And drove a Wanderer from Place to Place, 
Depending ſtill on foreign Hopes and Smiles. 
But when our Royal Siſter RE the Land, And 
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And fettled Peace among our harraſs d Subjects, 
Then firſt our Heart the taſte of Comfort knew, 
Her we beheld not with an envious Eye, | 
So faithfully her Miniſters diſcharg d 
Their Truſt, that we our ſelves could not repine, 
Foreſeeing that from Men like them muſt come, 
That Reſtoration which Britannia wiſh'd. f 
But ah! too ſuddenly. the Pious Queer | 
Left the recovering Land, and all our Hopes nd 
Again run backward, till theſe Worthy Peers 
Our faithful Leigemen call'd us to our own. 
They often told us that the Hearts of all 
Were turn d, and Providence now ſeem'd - 
To bid us mount our Predeceffor's Throne. 
I heard the Summons with a willing Ear, 
And oft in Secret for my People pray'd, 
At laſt reſolv'd with pious Confidence | 
To truſt the dangerous Seas, and doubtful Field, 
To ſhow my loving Scots, my early Friends 
How well their Monarch had deſerv'd their Love. 
Capt. Smith (Afide) Well, I never heard ſuch a Sto- 
ry in my Life; why, one wou'd think the Fellow on- 


ly came to quicken the Hanging of his Friends, for 


he has confeſs d all their Plots from the time of the late 
Reign. I hope my Duke Mar will ſuffer for that. 
e 5 Hi [depends 
Pret. You ſee, brave Friends, how. much your Prince 
Upon your Loyal Hearts, the Work you have begun 
Heav'n and the Saints (for ſure they fight for us) 
Will finiſh ſoon ; my Scots alone ſtand firm, 8 
I ask no other Succours - But O! remember, 
Remember all my Woes, and all my Wrongs, 


My Vows, my Pray rs, my Tears, for all my People. 10 


Mar. Doubt not, O Royal Sir, you're Scottiſh Hearts 

They ſoon obey'd, and ſcorn to quit their Hopes, 
Since now your Preſence gives them new Reſolves, + 
And fires their Souls to eagerneſs of War ; | 
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I read their Honeſt Hearts in ev'ry look, 


Then go, my Countrymen, with loud acclaim, 


Confeſs your King, and let a gen'ral Shout 

Speak forth the firm Obedience of your Hearts. 
Mob. Huzza! Huzza! Huzza! God fave the King. 
Mar. Tis well, the King accepts, and Thanks your 


| 5 [Loves, 
He now retires aſſur'd of good Succeſs, ROM n 
For a ſmall time he bids you all farewel, 
For ſo the weighty Cares of War demand. 


Exeunt. 


* *SC ENE 4 Council Room. 5 


Euter Pretender, Mar, Mariſchal and Hamilton. 


Crown, 


Mar. IF you deſign, Great Sir, to take the Scotti/h 


You muſt comply with all the uſeful Forms, 

And that will fix the People on your Side. 

Pret. Indeed, my Noble Lord, you urge a Thing 
The moſt ungrateful to your Prince's Heart, 
I canngt take the Oath, my Royal Sire 
Forbad it, and my frequent Vows, in Heav'n 
Recorded by the Saints, forbid it too; 
Yet more, the Holy Succeſſor of Chriſt, 
The Father of the Church, the Sacred Pope, 
To him I muſt a Filial Duty pay, | 
And take my Scepter from his holy Hands ; 
He, he, forbids it 

Ham. I wou'd not ſeem to preſs your Royal Heart, 
But ſure the "_ who wiſhes you the Crown, 
Will not cut off, or intercept the Means 
To gain that Crown, and all by ſqueamiſh Fears 
Of idle Conſcience, which the holy Man 
You know can eaſily forgive - Will, 


Theſe 
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Were it my Care, no fooliſh Bonds ſhou'd cramp 
My Soul with Scruples, and Religious-Toys; 
O! break them, Royal Sir, and wear the Crown, 
The Miter'd Father gladly will retract 
Theſe harſh Conditions, when he hears the Gain 
That will accrue to him that breaks the Tie. «+ 
Alas! my General, you talk ſlightly now, 
You knoWnot half the Fears which crowd my Heart, 
And how much Conſcience would reproach my Soul, 
Should I oftend againſt the Se of Rome. 
Mariſ. Thus much, moſt noble Prince, I hold as true, 
This. Courſe is fitteſt for our preſent Views; 
Nothing but this can keep our Soldiers firm: 
But if your Princely Wiſdom thinks it wrong, 
I from my Cradle have Obedience learnt, 
And ner can pay it better than to you. 
Pret. You ſpeak, my Lord, as all good Subjects ſhou'd, 
And-much I Thank you for your dutcous Heart : 
There are a thouſand things which erring Men 
May think do beſt conduce to Moral Ends; 
All grounds of Probability, and Means 
Of faireſt Show may flatter our weak Sight, 
And yet Deſtruction follow at the End. 
Bat he who cannot Err, the Holy Man 
Who repreſents Divinity on Earth, 
Infallibly pronounces as he Wills 
And knows the certain End of all our Actions. 
He, he has told me with unerring Tongue 


It muſt be ſo. a Ky 
Ham. ( Afide) The Devil ſeize that canting holy 


Villain, 


Who Stamps his Lyes to make them current here 
With Heav'ns Enſigns, and brings the Source of Truth 
To bear its Witneſs unto falſeſt Legends. | 

Ah! wretched Cauſe, which hangs upon this Aid, 
However ſtrong and noble in its ſelf, 
Let bur a Prieſt with tainted Breath pollute 


Its 


had Wand YL 
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10 blo: ring and all its Strength ſhall fail, 
j wither, and its Root decay ! 
Wee. Why murmurs thus my Gen'ral to himſelf, 
Give me to know of thy Complaints, 
And they ſhall be redreſsd I nowretire 
In private, General, ſpeak to us of all 
That near concerus us, and you ſhall be heard, 


* [ Exeunt Pret. Marif. &c. 


Hamilton alone. 

Ham. Scotland, thou art no more my Native Soil, 
For I muſt change thee ſoon for other Climes ; 

Curſe on the Cauſe that forces me away ! 
But oh! it muſt be ſo 
Sure I may name my Sorrows to my ſelf ; 
A puny, puling Wretch, a Pmieſt-rid Boy, + 
Nurs'd up with Bugbears, and Religious Tales, 
Which he who once believes'can never think 
Or act a glorious Deed, reſtraind by Fear 

They cramp the riſing Soul in all its flights, 
And with eternal Scruples that beget | 
Each other with accurſed fruitfulneſs, 
Perplex the Mind, and multiply by Thought. 


O may I live ſecure, ſerenely bleſt, 

Free from a fearful Prince, and ſcaring Prieſt ; 

May no falſe Notions of Religions Chains, 

To real Evils turn fantaſtick Brains; 

My Prince may take my Sword, but 1 impart, 

Both Soul and F riendſhip to the braveſt Heart. 
Exit. 
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AT. l. 
Enter Mar and Hamilton. 


1OOD Gen'ral no more, this giddy Paſſion 
Will ſpoil our Cauſe, and give our Foes 
8 (Succeſs. 
Ham. Paſſion, my Lord, tell me not of Paſſion, 
A Monarch that will neither Swear nor Fight, 
I'm ſure can never be a Monarch long ; 
And when I tell you this you talk of Paiſion, 
Bur I ſay tis Truth; ſevereſt Truth, my Lord. 
My Paſſion ſpoil the Cauſe ! The Cauſe it felt 
Is fled in Cowardice, and Prieſtly Fears, | 
By Heavn it is; for who wou'd draw a Sword 
For Preaching Wretches, and for fearful Boys, 
That ſhake and tremble at the Name of War. 
As for our Foes, who doubts their ſure Succeſs, 
While we are talking down our Noble Souls, 
And damping all our Hopes with little Fears, 
And Godly Politicks. 
Mar. 1 own, good Gen'ral, what you ſay is true, 
But you are now deſign'd for better Views, 
For your Commiſſion's ſign d to act at Paris, 
And, as Ambaſſador, to beg Supplies. 
Ham. I thank you, Sir, by this I now perceive 
There are no Wars, and Battles to be fought, 
I wiſh there were; for then my Native Land 
I would not leave thee in a dangerous Day, 
But firm to Scotland, in the bloody Field 
Aſſert my Country's Honour, and my own ; 
Then ſhould I Die, it were a glorious Death, 
And wou'd become the Regiſter of Men 


Mar. 
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Tiki TT warm, rity to mighty Deeds, 
ByKelli db ir great Fore-fathers did. 
Tar. I doubt not of your Courage, or your Word, 
I wiſh you good Succeſs, and take my leave. 
[ Exit. 


Ham. And, by the Gods, unwillingly I go, 
But what avails it for a ſingle Man 
To ſtruggle with the Politicks of Rome? 


Ha ! who's here approaching 


Enter Bolingbroke aud Two Ladies. 


Bolin. General, dear General, you are going to 
France they ſay, I have got a Boat ready, prithee let 
this pretty Cargo keep you Company, we ſhall leave 


worſe Company behind us. 
Ham. What you pleaſe, my Lord, if the Ladies ac- 


. cept of my Convoy, I expect to be paid i in very good 


Specie 
Bolin. Phoo | they will not be very nice about that, 


when you are paid, Sir; I tell you if you have Face 
enough to deny the Receipt, they'll pay you again, 


and fo on till you are weary. 
Ham. Pray, my Lord, let the Ladies promiſe for 


themſelves, for I rake the Woman's Word by Proxy 
when the Perſon is upon the Spot, and can ſpeak tor 
her ſelf. Well, Ladies, do we Article? 

D'aur. Sir, we wou'd willingly give any thing to 
get quit of this Country; as for the Terms I can on- 
ly ſay 1 love a Soldier very well, and hate Scotland 
mortally. 

Bong. And for my part, General, I ſhall conſide 

ou not only as my Protector, but Commander, an 
hope you know how ſtrong your Commiſſion is in 
Points of that Nature. 


Bolin, 


| _ 
44 


vil, > you to 
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Bolin. Pray, Ladies, how the 
be certain that I ſhould be Sea- ſick 
France? 

D'aur, Why do you ask that Queſtion, my Lord ? 

Bolin. Why methinks your Bargain for Convoy-Ship 
runs upon that Suppoſition, for I may be as Well, 
and as Hungry as the General. 

Bou. O you Devil you; what a ſtrange Interpre- 
tation you put upon our Words ? 

Bolin. T'll be hang'd if the Text is ſtrain'd at all, 
s it not perfectly natural, General, and can there be 
any other Senſe in their Promiſe but what I have tak- 
en it in? | 


30 


Ham. Faith the Point is very clear, and I ſwear III 


Rand by your Interpretation, and think you more 
Infallible than the Pope. Well, but we muſt take our 
leave of the KINO before we go. 

Bolin. By no means, that looks like Folks kiſſog · at 
the Gallows, I don't approve of Compliments at ſuch 
à Time as this. We will drink his Health, and Suc- 
ceſs at Sea, it is the only proper Element to drink 
Healths in. What ſay you, Ladies? 

Boug. Your Lordſhip knows our meaning, you are 
a very good Interpreter now. 

Ham. It wou'd look better, methinks, to- pay that 
common Civility. 

Bolin. Wou'd it look better to march as your Coun- 
try- men did from Preſton? I tell you that is the Con- 
ſequence, and for my own part,-I would not be with- 
in twenty Miles march of Argyle for the Kingdom of 
Great-Britain, 

D'aar. Your Lordſhip argues very ſtrongly, and 
much like a Hero. | 

Boliu. I am Hero enough to deal with you, fair 
Ladies, and faith I don't deſire to be Chronicled 
for a Blockhead, that had my Brains beat out for my 
Politicks. | 
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D aur. Clad General let us ſecure our ſelves as faſt 
as we can; for I am in a Panic, and care not how 
ſoon I run in Debt to you for the ſafety of my Per-- 


ſon. 


Pl, Bolin, Come, let us make the beſt haſte we can, 


this Country is the worſt in the World, it is both too 
cold, and too hot to hold me. 

Ham. Well, I am at your Service, and will do my 
beſt to deſerve the good Opinion of your Lordſhips 
Friends: You muſt depend upon me for your Guide, 
I know the Country. 

Boug. And I am glad I know hu I am to leare 
It. | 
D'aur. Dear, dirty, loyal, rebellious Scotland fare- 


wel. 
Bolin. Now I never take my leave without a Rhime 


or TWO. 


Alien cold Scots, Fight bravely for your King, 
While I at Paris my Te Deum ing; 
When once he's Crown'd, and curſed: Whiggiſm falls 


| TI fing it with dear Francis at St. Paul's. 
[ Exeunt. 


—_— 


—  — — 


SCENE I. 


Enter Capt. Smith, and Lætitia à Scots Lady. 


ELL, Madam, you'll remember your 
Promiſe, that when the Dung Coxæ- 
omb is run away, you'll accept of an Engliſh Cavalier 
hat dares ſtick by his Friends. 
Lat. You have my Word, Captain, but really I be- 
ieve you will never have an Opportunity of demand- I 


ing 


apt. Smith. 


- 
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ing the Performance of my Promiſe ; for every thing 
ſeems to be againſt you, the Pretender and his Army 
are ſtrong, and in good Heart, and they ſtill depend 
upon Succeſs in England. | 
Capt. Smith... J aſſure you half their Friends there are 
in Goals and Priſons, and the. reſt ſhake their Heads 
on the better fide of the Grate, but don't care for 
going in at all. As for his Army i- moulders to no- 
_ every Man looks as if it were time to ſhift for 


himſelf, and the poor Vagrant at the Head of them 


is half dead with Cold and Fear. 

Lat. Then you reckon it pretty ſure you ſhall carry 
me into England, and ſhew me London. wh 4s 
Capt. Smith. Ay, ay, Lady; all the Wizards in Scot- 
and, and all the Devils in Hell can't hinder it, if you 
conſent. For, upon my Honour, Mar and the reſt 
are only conſulting how to ſneak off moſt commodi- 
2 and leave their Friends to be Hang'd in their 

_ 
Lat. Are you ſerious, Sir? 

Capt. Smith. Some of their own Officers told me ſo 
juſt now; you muſt know, Madam, the Pretender is 
Sick, and that's one reaſon for his taking a Voyage, 
his Phyſicians agree that it is much better for his Con- 
ſtitution to be Sea-fick than Land- fick. | 

Let. What will become of the unfortunate Gentle- 
men who have engag'd in his Cauſe; I vow I pity 
them. Pray, Captain, what will they do ? 


Capt, Smith, Truly, Madam, my Opinion is, that | 


ſome will run away, ſome will be Hang'd, and ſome 
will be Pardon'd; I hope your Friends will be in the 
laſt Lit. | | B 
Lat. Dear Captain, you muſt engage your Intereſt 
and Friendſhip for my Brother, upon that Condition 
I am yours. | CF Ag 
Capt. Smith. You may command me, Madam, the 
kindneſs of his Treatment of a Priſoner 9 be 
* Induce 


| | 


I Latitia ſhall ſpend a Life in Gratitude and Love, to 
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inducement to 2 braye Man, and your Beauty makes 

his ſafety a double Pleaſure to me. oof; 
Lat. Let it be done, thou Generous. Soldier, and 


oblige the Man who ſav'd her Brother. 
Capt. Smith, Such Profeſſions from one ſo dear to 
me, give me a painful Rapture, and I am miſerable 


till I have deferv'd them. Truſt me, Latitia, and 


wiſh my Cares for him Sacceſs, for I'll go this Mi- 
nute and write about his Pardon. OEM 
Let, O do! Latitia leaves her Hopes to Heaven and 


vou, and goes to pray that ſhe, may thank you both. 


arewel, my Soldier, and Heav'n proſper thee. When 

next we meet Pl ſay no more Adieu. 
rn u Exit. 

Capt. Smith. Sweet, Lovely, Innocence! I would not 
tell her that I have a Promiſe for her Brother's Par- 
don, but when the Pretender's fled T'll tell her all, and 
demand my promiſed Happineſs.. She then is mine, 
and ſure the Chevalier can't ftay to bar my Joys one 
Day longer O! yonder he comes, to make his laſt 


Speech J ſuppoſe—and fo for St. Germains. III avoid.” 


| | Exit. . 


Enter Pretender, Mar, and Mariſchal. 


Pret. Alas! m or, I'm wond'rous Sick at Heart, 
3 


Poor Scotland ! Poor, Unhappy Jamzs! 


Mar. Weep not, moſt gentle Monarch, Ol forbear 
To give your Friends a double weight of Woe. 
III Fortune has already ſunk us down, * * * 
And {till the preſſes hard, and threatens more, 
Lighten her Hand, and make her leſs our Foe ; 
Smile, Glorious Prince, for every Tear you ſhed 
Draws. drops of Blood from my afflicted Heart. 


| F. Mariſ 
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"Marif. 1 cannot think our Cauſe is fallen ſo low, 
Or we ſo loſt to Reaſon, and our ſelves, 
As to believe it may not riſe again. 


Let us defer the Day of Sorrow long, 


As yet it is not come in my Account, 
And why ſhould we call on Adverſity, 
Court diſtant Miſeries, and talk of Griefs - 
That have not yet a Birth or Name? 
Pret. Alas! it is impoſſible, my Lord, 
To hide the wretched Fortune of our Arms, 
We are too weak to meet our Foe Argyle, 
Ay me! there's ſomething dread in that great Name, 
Something that ſhocks my Heart, and chills my Blood, 
O! tis a Name of ſad Portent to me! 
For, I will tell you, as in depth of Night 
Awake I lay, revolving on my Cares. WY” 
My Father's Shade ſtood preſent to my Eyes, 
He bore a broken Sceptre in his Hand, 
And Sorrow ſat engraven on his Brow. 
I Sigh'd and trembl'd at the doleful View, 
2 mumbl'd many an Ave Maria ore 

hen thrice I croſs d my Forehead, thrice my Breaſt, 
When thus the Royal Form began to ſay. 


O fly, my Child, from fatal Scotland fly, 
For ſwift Deſtruction hovers o'er thy Head, 
' Thy Force is weak, and thou unhappy Boy, 
Not 'form'd for Expeditions in the Field, 
Haſt at the beſt a Mean and Coward Soul; 

Thy Friends are Poor, and iguerant of War, 
Which if thou "tempt'/t in this ſucceſsful Land, 
Know that Argyle, thy dreadful Foe Argyle, 
Watchful in Camps, and Valiant in the Night, 
Shall lead thee Captive in inglorious Triumph: 
Remember Argyle, Argyle | 


Theſe 


* 
** 
—_Y 


— 


* 


WO WS AFM.) wo 


1 © WE Sw ©, 09 


4 
A Mock Coronation. "m3 
| Theſe Words repeated with a ſolemn Voice, 
The Royal Shadow fled, but deep impreſs'd 
He left his Words, and Warning in my Heart. 
Hence are my Fears, the Cauſe diſplay d, forgive 
Your Maſter thinking on the Fate he flies. 5 
Mariſ. Indeed, my Prince, theſe all are ſickly Dra- 
© | | | gons. | 
And misbecome the Race whence you derive 
Your Princely Lineage 
Pret. Alas, my Lord, I plainly ſaw and heard 
All I relate, and much I fear Argyle, 
Argyle {till eccho's in my wounded Ear, 
Preſenting Death in one foreboding Sound. 
Mar. When I beheld with what a ſolemn Air, 
And with what Horror in the Speaker's Look 
You tell this Tale, I muſt believe it true. 
Then let us take the Omen at this Time, | | 
And with a ſpeedy Sail make haſte to France. 
Mariſ. O Shame! Confuſion | Horror and Diſgrace! 
| What leave a Crown, abandon all your Friends, 
Your faithful Frieads, whoſe Lives on you depend ? 
And for a Dream, an idle Vapour bred | 
From Waking Fears, and nurs'd in mighty Sleep, 
When Fancy turns the Heads of ſickly Girls? | 
By Heav'n, I ſwear, the Cauſe this Sword maintains 
| Shall not be loſt by Sicklineſs of er K 
f Mar. You are too warm, my Friend, in this Affair, 
Reflect but coolly on our preſent State, 
Lou will have reaſon to repent your Words: 
Think on the Strength and Courage of our Foes, 
Long bred in Camps, and vers d in bloody Wars; 
Ours is a Brave, but yet unpractis'd Force, 
And we have many a doubtful heartleſs Friend, 
Wealth has its Charms and we may be betray'd. 
Mariſ. Now, by Heav'n, it is a baſe ſuſpicior, 
And he who thinks ſo meanly of his Friend, 
Seeks an occaſion to become his Foe. | 
| oP Prot, 


- | | * 
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.- - | Lf/leat, 
Pret. I beg, my Lord, that you would che this 
And reaſon fairly in your Prince's Cauſe ; 
 . Heav'n knows with what unwillingneſs I go, 

Blut it is yain to hope hen all's Deſpair. 

'  Mariſ. I cannot think our Power is yet ſo weak 
But we may ſtrive, and Battel it again. 
O] let us Die like Men, in glorious War, 
Not live like Cowards, baniſh d in Diſgrace. 

O! Mar, I do remember well the Time 
When thou didſt talk as bravely as the beſt, _ 
When thy bold Tongue with Words of rapid Fire 
Drew our aflembl'd 2 to the Field, 

And bids us arm for Freedom, and our Prince, 
And do I live to hear that Tongue recant, + 
Unſay its Valour, and betray the Cauſe 

It firſt inſpir'd ? 

Pret. My Lord, I muſt command your ſilence now, 
Take your own Courſe, but ours we firmly hold: 

We wiſh you well, ——but cannot hope it ſo. 
(mand. 


Mar. Dear Friend forgive me, but my Prince Com- 

Witneſs: theſe Tears! I would not leave the. 

O!] can you think of his Captivity ſo unmoy 4 | 

Or ſee our Royal Maſter's Hands in Chains, 

Would you not curſe the Author of that ill? 

Our Flight prevents the Fate he muſt endure, 

Then reaſon better, and prevent that Fate. 

ö Pret. Dear Lord, each Minute brings us freſn An 
Of Areyle's haſty Marches to our Camp, 

You know with what a Guſt for War he comes, 

He fir d with Glory, and a thirſt of Fame, 

Ober- looks all Pangers, and defies all F cars 

Alas! methinks I ſee an Army near 


Look out, my Lords, What mean thoſe ago, n 5 
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Mariſ. ELL, he is gone, unmindful of his F riende, 


Till Treaſon finds a new Betrayer there, 


- 


Ri 
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Mar. Alas! be faints, O! poor unhappy Prince, | 
Aſſiſt, my Lord, and let us hence remove J 


An Object that would damp our Soldiers len. 


And caſt away our future Hopes at once. | 
Ae carry him oy 1 in their Arms. 
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Enter Mariſchal. 


Who now have little hope of e * 
But what a Refuge to the Hills ſecures, | 

Or a more noble 15 ate, the Victor's Sword. 

If J forgive thee, Mar, degenerate Lord, 

If T forgive thy Falſhood, and our Wrongs,  _ 
Then blaſt me Heav'n, and with cqntiny' Woes . 2 
Plague all my Houſe; —no the Traitor Peer 
Who taught our Hands to play with Monarchy, 
And tempt the Juſtice of our Ruler 's Wrath, 
Then left t us in the Moment of our Danger, 
Shall ever be a Fiend to me by Heav'n he n; 
A falſe, diſſembling, double T raitor—Piend. | 


Enter Meſſenger. BETS 


Meſſ. My Lord: our Foes are juſt arriv'd at —_ 
And all our Gates are op'nz ng to Argyle! 

Mar. Then welcome Death—he-is 2 generous Foe, 
But yet ſo well I know my ſelf, my Heart, 
Inveterate to his Cauſe, forbids-all Hope 
Inglorious Life, I muſt embrace thee . 

And live an Exile in the Rocky Cliffs, 


And 
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. . me to the Hand of Juſtice. 
1 his 


pect, not fear, for Lite is nought, 
When Honour, and when Freedom are no more; 
My Blood Attainted touches moſt my Soul, 
A ſad Inheritance I leave behind me, 
And ſure Poſterity will curſs my Name, 
_ That mw them Being. * for their Shame. 


Exit. 


Enter Captain Smith and 


Capt. Smith. The Duke of Argyle is come * the 


Town, the Pretender is vaniſh'd, and gone for France, 
and now I claim my Promiſe. 


Lat. Here, generous Soldier, take my Hand, and 


with it a very true, tender, faithful Heart, which I 
ſhall ne er repent the giving to one who dar'd be Loyal 


in ſo baſe an Age. For ſure the ſame Spirit that makes 
a Man juſt to his King, and his Honour will keep him 
faithful to his Wife. 7 
Capt. Smith. I can but promiſe l. it ſhall, and tho 
I know my Heart ſteddy, yet I am ſure of ſo many 
Ties to keep it 0. in Hole Charms, that I can ay it 


will be ſo... 


Let. There is one Article ſtill behind, my. Bro- 


ther's Pardon, I tremble for your Anſwer. . 
Capt. Smith. I have had a Promiſe of it, here is the 


Letter, ſatisfy your ſelf. 


Takes the Letter, reads and returns it. 
Let. Thanks to my virtuous Soldier, the Obliga- 
tions riſe ſo faſt on your ſide," that I fear I ſhall not 


be able to repay you. 


Capt. Smith. The poſſeſſion of ſo much Beauty and 


_— would Tait a thouſand rater Debts than 
theſe. | 


Tat, 


this Example be a Warning to Poſterity. 
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Læt. O let us look up, and Thank that Providence 
that guards the virtuous thus, that puts the Valiant to 
the Tryal for greater Proots of their Merit, that 
fixes Thrones the ſtronger from the Shocks of Rebel- 
lion, and draws ſo much happineſs out of evil. : : 


—— 


Capt. Smith. Much I applaud thy grateful Spirit, and 
agree with thee in adoring the divine goodneſs; let 


For all Rebellions, whereſoe'er they tend, 

Bad in their Cauſe, are fatal in their End ; 
They fix that Pow'r they're ſtriving to overthrow, 
As ſhaken Trees more ſtrongly rooted grow. 

And may all Politicks that come from Rome 
Fall like this laſt, and meet an equal Doom. 
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IV. Mr. Abprson's Travels throug h Iratr. Faith- 


fully Epitomiz d. With Remarks. 57 Monſieur LE 


CrERCc. Price 15. 


V. Mr. Youne's Poem on the Laſt-Day. Printed 
in a-neat Pocket Volumn, with a new Elzevir Letter. 


Adorn 'd with Cuts Price 1 5. 


VI. Mr. Vn Hiſtory of the Lady Jans Grar. 
A Poem. In Two Books. Adorn'd with Cuts. Price s. 


VII. A Diſcourſe 4 A Treaſons, and Bills of 


Artainder, By —_— Elq; Price 15. 6 d. 
VIIL The Mock-Pariots; or Highway-Men no 


Tories. Price 6 d. 


IX. Mr. Hoven's Sermon againſt PoprRT. Preach'd 
at St. George's in Southwark, and at 1 Price 4 d. 


—_ — 2 we. 


Al printed for E. ConII, at the Dial and Bible againſt 
St. Dunſtaus Church in Fleerftreet. Where Gentlemen 
and Ladies may be furniſh'd with all the New Books 


and Pamphlets that come Out. 


| 


| 


